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with white moustache and monocle, heavily coated and well
booted, appeared on the area of mud set aside for such parades.
In impassioned tones, with a voice quivering with patriotism,
he delivered himself of a homily upon morale, while water
cascaded down our backs and the wind from the sea lashed us
with its icy bitterness. Although none of us were stirred by these
bleatings of the Camp Commandant, I was thrilled with the idea
of joining uThe Thin Rod Line/' which as I now knew had
stood at Lc Gateau with the same valour which it had displayed
at Balaclava,

At 8t Ouicr there seemed to be, at least, some kind of under-
standing of war and of its organisation. An officer led my draft
of three hundred men to billet for the night in an enormous
vinery, under glass. The heating plant was still in perfect
order ; and if Lc: Havre had been bleak and wintry, the vinery

in St. Gmer was comfort sublime
and almost tropical in heat* To
add to our good fortunes we were
issued with more rations than any
human person could possibly con-
sume, and almost tucked, up in
bod by a staff officer solicitous for
our comfort.

By right the following morning
w<; were already on our road
to join tlu: <)3rd near Annonti&res. Again otir unused feet
slithered tmmercilully over the pavd, already deep in a black
treacly mud, through which staff cars and lorries ploughed their
way, covering us from head to foot in muck. It was a peculiarly
evil-looking draft which reported at battalion headquarters at
HcwplmcK (hat night arid was billeted in straw barns before
being posted to the various companies in the line.

Moulton Barrett had already been dispossessed of his command
ami I found that Kirk, who hud bade us good-bye at Woolwich,
had arrived hurriedly while we tarried, to reorganise the Battalion
and to infiltrate into it something of a fighting spirit.

Next morning the draft was paraded and divided to strengthen
the four companies, and at night-time with some sixty men,
I reported to Major Maxwell Rouse, my old skipper from James*
town, now in command of B Company-

Our defences in front of Houpiines consisted of a single trench,
like a ditch, aukle- or knee-deep in mud and slime, with no fire-

